T'heT'ragedy of Othello 

when I did fpeake of fome diftreffed ftroake 
That myyouth fuffcred : tny ftory being done; 

She eaue me for my paines a world ; 

She fworelfaith twas ftrange,twas paffing ftrange ; 

Twas pittifull, twas wondrous pittifull; 

She wifht fhe had not heard it, yet (he wilht 

That Heauen had made her fuch a man : the thanked me, 

And bad me, if I had a friend that loued her, 

I (hould but teach him how to tell my ftory, 

And that would wooe her. V pon this heate I fpake .• 

She lou’dmefor thedangers I had paft. 

And I lou d her that (he did pitiy them. 

This onely is the witchcraft I haue vs a : 

Here comes the Lady, 

LetherwitnefTeit. 

E»^erDefdemona,lago,4Wt^’e reft. 

Du. I thinke this tale would win my daughter to, 
Good BrabmiOytaktv^ this mangled matter at the belt, 
Men doe their broken weapons rather vfe, 

Then their bare hands. 

Bra. I pray you heare her fpeake. 

If (he confeffe that fhe was halfc the wooer, 

Deftru£honliteonme,ifmybadblamc 

Lic^ht on the man. Come hither gentle miftrefle.* 

Doe youperceiuein allthisnoblc company, 

Where moftyou owe obedience? 

Def. My noble father, 

I doe percciue here a deuided duty t 
To you I amboundforlife and education; 

My life and education both doe learne me 
Howtorefpedlyou.youare Lord ofall my duty, 

I am hitherto your daughter, But hcere s my husband : 

Andfomuchduty as my mother fhewed 

Toyou.preferringyoubeforeherfather, 

So much I challenge, that I may profeffe, 

Due to the Moore my Lord. 


Bn. 


T'he Moore of V enice. I5 

5,,, Godbu’y,lhadone: 

Pleafe it your Grace, on to the State affaires ; 

I had rather to adopt a child then get it ; 

Comehither Moore: 

I here doe giue thee that, with all my heart 
Iwouldkeepe from thee : for your fake lewell, 

I am glad at foule. I haue no other child, 

For thy efcape would teach me tyranny, 

Jo hang clogs on em,I haue done my Lord. 

Let me fpeake like your felfe,and lay a fentence 
which as a greefe or ftep may helpethefe louers 

Into your fauour. 

when remedies are paft, the griefes are ended, 

By feeing the worft, which late on hopes depended, 

To mourne a.mifcheife that is paft and gone, 

Isthenext way to drawmore'mifehiefe on ; 

What cannot be preferu’d when fortune takes, 

Patience her iniury a mockery makes. 

Therob’d that fmiles,fteales fomething from the ihiefe, 

He robs himfclfe,that fpends a booteleffe griefe. 

Bra. So let the 7«rj!^e,of Cypres vs beguile, 

We lofe it not fo long as we can fmile ; 

He beares the fentence w'ell that nothing beares. 

But the free comfort, which from thence he heares : 

But he beares both the fentence and the forrow. 

That to pay griefe, muft of poore patience borrow. 

Thefe fentences to fugar,or to gall, 

Being ftrong on both fides,are equiuocall: 

But words are words, I neueryetdid heare, 

That the bruis d heart was pierced through the eare.* 
Befeechyounow,to the affaires of the flate. 

n Fn' moft mighty preparation makes for Cipres : 

t ew,the fortitude of the place, is beft knownetoyou,andthowe 
auet erea fubftituteofmoft allowed fufficicncy, yet opinion,afo- 
eraigne rniftrefie of effe(fts,throwes a more fafer voyce on youjyou 
tim.. ' content to flubberthe gloffe of your newfor- 

SjWith this more ftubborne and boifterous expedition. 
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